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8 SHIRLEY.

Iave the cloven tongues come down again? Where are they? The
sound filled the whole house just now. I heard the seventeen
languages in full action: Parthians, and Medes, and Elamites, the
dwellers in Mesopotamia, and in Jud®a, and Cappadocia, in Pontus,
and Asia, Phrygia and Pamphylia, in Egypt, and in the parts of Libya
about Cyrene, strangers of Rome, Jews and proselytes, Cretes and
Arabians ; every one of these must have had its representauve in this
room two minutes since.”

“Ibeg your pardon, Mr. Helstone,” began Mr. Donne ; ¢ take a
seat, pray, sir. Have a glass of wine?"”

His civilities received no answer : the falcon in the black coat
proceeded :—“ What do I talk about the gift of tongues? Gift,
indeed ! I mistook the chapter, and book, and testament : Gospel for
law, Acts for Genesis, the city of Jerusalem for the plain of Shinar.
It was no gift, but the confusion of tongues which has gabbled me
deaf as a post.  Yow, apostles? What! you three? Certainly not:
three presumptuous Babylonish masons—neither more nor less !”

“ I assure you, sir, we were only having a little chat together over
a glass of wine after a friendly dinner: settling the Dissenters !”

“Oh ! settling the Dissenters—were you? Was Malone settling
the Dissenters? It sounded to me much more like settling his
co-apostles. You were quarrelling together ; making almost as much
noise—you three alone—as Moses Barraclough, the preaching tailor,
and all his hearers, are making in the Methodist chapel down yonder,
where they are in the thick of a revival. I know whose fault it is—
it is yours, Malone.”

“Mine! sir?”

“Yours, sir.  Donne and Sweeting were quiet before you came,
and would be quiet if you were gone. I wish when you crossed the
Channel you had left your Irish habits behind you. Dublin student
ways won't do here : the proceedings which might pass unnoticed in
a wild bog and mountain district in Connaught will, in a decent
English parish, bring disgrace on those who indulge in them, and,
what is far worse, on the sacred institution of which they are merely
the humble appendages.”

There was a certain dignity in the little elderly gentleman's manner
of rebuking these youths ; though it was not, perhaps, quite the dignity
most appropriate to the occasion. Mr. Helstone—standing straight
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38 SHIRLEY.

“En revanche, mon gargon, nos lourdauds de paysans se
moqueront de toi; sois en certain,” replied Yorke, speaking with
nearly as pure a French accent as Gérard Moore.

“Clest bon! c'est bon! Et puisque cela m'est égal, que mes
amis ne s’en inquidtent pas.”

“Tes amis! Ou sont-ils, tes amis ? ”

“Je fais écho, ol sont-ils? et je suis fort aise que I'écho seul y
repond. Au diable les amis! Je me souviens encore du moment od
mon pre et mes oncles Gérard appellérent autour d’eux leurs amis,
. et Dieu sait si les amis se sont empressés d’accourir & leur secours !
Tenez, M. Yorke, ce mot, ami, m'irrite trop ; ne m'en parlez plus.”

“ Comme tu voudras.”

And here Mr. Yorke held his peace; and while he sits leaning
back in his three-cornered, carved oak chair, I will snatch my
opportunity to sketch the portrait of this French-speaking Yorkshire
gentleman,













































































































































CORIOLANUS. 85

For himself he came home grave, almost moruse. As he stood
leaning on his own yard-gate, musing in the watery moonlight, all
alone—the hushed, dark mill before him, the hill-environed hollow
round—he exclaimed, abruptly : ¢ Thiswon't do! There’s weakness
—there’s downright ruin in all this. However,” he added, dropping
his voice, “ the frenzy is quite temporary. I know it very well: 1
have had it before. It will be gone to-morrow.”














































































THE CURATES AT TEA. 13} |

“ Yes, you must go, or they will come in, and find us here; and
I, rather than meet all that host in the passage, will take my departure
through the window : luckily, it opens like a door. One minute only
——put down the candle an instant—good-night! I kiss you because
we are cousins; and, being cousins—one—two—three kisses are
allowable. Caroline, good-night | *
















































NOAH AND MOSES. Y

Mr. Hall stayed till Grace came back ; then he hastily took his
leave, shaking hands with both Farren and his wife : just at the door,
he said to them a few brief but very eamest words of religious
consolation and exhortation : with a mutual “ God bless you, sir 1”
*¢ God bless you, my friends |” they separated.
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150 SHIRLEY.

CHAPTER X
OLD MAIDS.

TiME wore on, and spring matured. The surface of England began
to look pleasant: her fields grew green, her hills fresh, her gardens
blooming ; but at heart she was no better: still her poor were
wretched, still their employers were harassed : commerce, in some
of its branches, seemed threatened with paralysis, for the war con-
tinued ; England’s blood was shed and her wealth lavished : all, it
seemed, to attain most inadequate ends. Some tidings there were
indeed occasionally of successes in the Peninsula, but these came in
slowly ; long intervals occurred between, in which no note was heard
but the insolent self-felicitations of Bonaparte on his continued
triumphs. Those who suffered from the results of the war felt this
tedious, and—as they thought—hopeless, struggle against what their
fears or their interests taught them to regard as an invincible power,
most insufferable: they demanded peace on any terms: men like
Yorke and Moore—and there were thousands whom the war placed
where it placed them, shuddering on the verge of bankruptcy—
insisted on peace with the energy of desperation.

They held meetings ; they made speeches; they got up petitions
to extort this boon: on what terms it was made they cared not.

All men, taken singly, are more or less selfish; and taken in
bodies they are intensely so. The British merchant is no exception
o this rule: the mercantile classes illustrate it strikingly. These
classes certainly think too exclusively of making money: they are
too oblivious of every national consideration but that of extending
England’s (i.e. their own) commerce. Chivalrous feeling, disinterested-
ness, pride in honour, is too dead in their hearts. A land ruled by
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204 SHIRLEY.

face on fire to think of: one of those small but sharp recollections
that return, lacerating your self-respect like tiny penknives, and
forcing from your lips, as you sit alone, sudden, insane-sounding
interjections.”

¢ Caroline ! ”

“1 do think myself a fool, Shirley, in some respects : I do despise
myself. But I said I would not make you my confessor ; for you
cannot reciprocate foible for foible : you are not weak. How steadily
you watch me now! turn aside your clear, strong, she-eagle eye: it
is an insult to fix it on me thus.”

¢ What a study of character you are! Weak, certainly; but not
in the sense you think.—Come in!”

This was said in answer to a tap at the door. Miss Keeldar
happened to be near it at the moment, Caroline at the other end
of the room : she saw a note put into Shirley’s hands, and heard the
words—* From Mr. Moore, ma'am.”

“ Bring candles,” said Miss Keeldar.

Caroline sat expectant.

“ A communication on business,” said the heiress; but when
candles were brought, she neither opened nor read it. The Rector's
Fanny was presently announced, and the Rector’s niece went home.














































































230 SHIRLEY.

With returning silence, with the lull of the chime, and the retreat
of her small untamed and unknown protégé, she still resumed the
dream, nestling to the vision’s side,—listening to, conversing with
it. It paled at last: as dawn approached, the setting stars and
breaking day dimmed the creation of Fancy: the wakened song of
birds hushed her whispers. The tale full of fire, quick with interest,
borne away by the morning wind, became a vague murmur. The
shape that, seen in a moonbeam, lived, had a pulse, had movement,
wore health’s glow and youth’s freshness, turned cold and ghostly
grey, confronted with the red of sunrise. It wasted. She was left
solitary at last : she crept to her couch, chill and dejected.


































































































































































2Ry SHIRLEY.

“They are cold—they are cowardly —they are stupid on the
subject, Shirley ! They never loved—they never were Joved !

“Thou art right, Lina! And in their dense ignorance they blas-
pheme living fire, seraph-brought from a divine altar.”

“ They confound it with sparks mounting from Tophet 1”

The sudden and joyous clash of bells here stopped the dialogue
by summoning all to the church.




































296 SHIRLEY.

we are, and what a grand ride she’ll have just i’ now ower Nunnely-
common. She hears no more o’ Mr. Moore's talk nor if he spake
Hebrew.” :

“ Joe, you are a real slanderer. I would give you your answer,
only the people are coming out of church: we must leave you. Man
of prejudice, good-by: William, good-by. Children, come up to
Fieldhead to-morrow, and you shall choose what you like best out of
Mrs, Gill's store-room.”










































































































































































































































973 : SHIRLEY.

Caroline was obliged to reply, * Yes”—and her beacon was
quenched : her star withdrew as she spoke.

“Et toi, Robert?” inquired Louis.

“When you shall have an opportunity, ask herself,” was the quiet
answer. Whether he reddened or paled Caroline did not examine:
she discovered it was late, and she must go home. Home she would
go: not even Robert coula detain her now.







































































































































OLD COPY-BOOKS. e

You owe many duties to society. It is not permitted you to please
only yourself.”

Louis Moore assented with a low “ Hear! hear!”

Caroline, approaching her, smnothed her wavy curls, gave to her
attire a less artistic and more domestic grace, and Shirley was put out
of the room, protesting still, by a pouting lip, against her dismissal.

There is a curious charm about her,” observed Mr. Hall, when
sie was gone. “And now,” he added, “ I must away, for Sweeting
is off to see his mother and there are two funerals.”

“ Henry, get your books ; it is lesson-time,” said Moore, sitting
down to his desk.

‘“ A curious charm !” repeated the pupil, when he and his master
were left alone. “True. Is she not a kind of white witch?” he
asked.

“ Of whom are you speaking, sir?”

“ Of my cousin Shirley.”

“No irrelevant questions. Study in silence.”

Mr. Moore looked and spoke sternly—sourly. Henry knew this
mood : it was a rare one with his tutor; but when it came he had an
awe of it : he obeyed.

27





































































440 SHIRLEY.

A servant came in with Mr. Moore’s candle and tea: for the
tutor and his pupil usually dined at luncheon time.

“ Mr. Sympson and the ladies are returned,” she said, “and Sir
Philip Nunnely is with them.”

“ How you did start, and how your hand trembled, Shirley!”
said Henry, when the maid had closed the shutter and was gone.
“But I know why—don’t you, Mr. Moore? I know what papa
intends. He is a little ugly man, that Sir Philip : I wish he had not
come : I wish sisters and all of them had stayed at De Walden Hall
to dine. Shirley should once more have made tea for you and me,
Mr. Moore, and we would have had a happy evening of it.”

Moore was locking up his desk, and putting away his St. Pierre,—
“That was your plan—was it my boy?”

“ Don’t you approve it, sir?”

“I approve nothing Utopian. Look Life in its iron face : stare
Reality out of its brassy countenance. Make the tea, Henry ; I shall
be back in a minute.”

He left the room : so did Shirley, by another door.




































































































































484 SHIRLEY.

Surrounded no longer by heath, it was not startling to Mr. Yorke
*0 see a hat rise, and to hear a voice speak behind the wall. The
words, however, were peculiar.

“ When the wicked perisheth, there is shouting,” it said ; and
added, “ As the whirlwind passeth, so is the wicked no more ” (with
a deeper growl) ; “ terrors take hold of him as waters ; hell is naked
before him. He shall die without knowledge.”

A fierce flash and sharp crack violated the calm of night
Yorke, ere he turned. knew the four convicts of Birmingham were

avenged.
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526 SHIRLEY.

A g

fulfilled. The other day I passed up the Hollow, which tradition
says was once green, and lone, and wild ; and there I saw the manu-
facturer's day-dreams embodied in substantial stone and brick and
ashes—the dinderblack highway, the cottages, and the cottage-
gardens ; there I saw a mighty mill;"and a chimney, ambitious as the
tower of Babel I told my old housekeeper when I came home
where I had been. “Ay!” said she; *this world has queer changes.
I can remember the old mill being built—the very first it was in all
the district ; and then, I can remember it being pulled down, and
going with my lake-lasses {companions) to see the foundation-stone
of the new one laid : the two Mr. Moores made a great stir about it;
they were there, and a deal of fine folk beside, and both their ladies;
very bonnie and grand they looked ; but Mrs, Louis was the grandest,
she always wore such handsome dresses: Mrs. Robert was quieter-
like. Mrs. Louis smiled when she talked : she had a real, happy,
glad, good-natured look ; but she had een that pierced a body
through : there is no such ladies now-a-days.”

“ What was the Hollow like then, Martha?”

¢« Different to what it is now; but I can tell of it clean different
again : when there was neither mill, nor cot, nor hall, except Field-
head, within two miles of it. I can tell, one summer-evening, fifty
years syne, my mother coming running in just at the edge of dark,
almost fleyed out of her wits, saying, she had seen a fairish (fairy) in
Fieldhead Hollow ; and that was the last fairish that ever was secen
on this country side (though they’ve been heard within these forty
years). A lonesome spot it was—and a bonnie spot—full of oak-
trees and nut-trees. Tt is altered now.”

The story is told. I think I now see the judicious reader putting
on his spectacles to look for the moral. It would be an insult to his
sagacity to offer dircctions. I only say, God speed him in the quest!
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